CHAPTER V

PARTY PRESIDENT AND PRIME MINISTER

"D

JL RINCE, WHAT ARE YOU DOING?" OKIKU ASKED HESI-

tandy as she sat beside Saionji at their Omori home.

"Huh, a little writing for the new magazine started by Takekoshi
and some others."

"For Nippon of the World that you named for them?" Her eyes
were fixed unseeingly on her fan.

"Yes, Okiku, that's right. They are coming to get the manuscript
today."

Saionji rested his brush on the desk and turned to her. "Isn't it hot,
Okiku? See, my yukata is soaked with perspiration. We may have a
thunder shower later."

Okiku began to fan Saionji again.

"We are lucky, Prince, that we are not in the city where the low,
frame houses stick together like the teeth of a comb. On a day like
this, people can hardly breathe there."

Both looked out into the garden,

"Huh." Saionji picked up his own uchiwa. "You love this place in the
summer but not in the winter, don't you? But I love it all the year
round."

"I have always liked it, Prince."

He looked at her sharply* The recent note of deference to his
opinion did not suit her. Where had the other Okiku gone, the 'Spit-
fire' of the Nakamura-ro days?

"Look towards the northwest. As far as our eyes can reach we can
see the vast Musashino. I hope nobody builds houses in front of us,"
Saionji got up and walked towards the edge of the veranda, Okiku
following.

"Huh, there comes a delivery-man from die Mitsukoshi store*"

"Oh, Prince, what did you order?"

"Just a trifle."

The man brought a fairly bulky package and went away.

"Prince, shall I open it?"

"Huh. Somebody is corning, those young friends/'

"My, they have bicycles!"
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